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is now admitted even by many of those learned men whose
numerous academic diplomas had hitherto obstructed their
view of anything outside a certain radius surrounding the
human nose.

But beware! Far from giving us cognition of higher wisdom,
the 'exploration' of para-normal functions by the inquisitive
can lead in the opposite direction, along a road from which
for many a mind there is no returning. There is a path which
leads to higher cognitions; but not that one. One day, as
a humble disciple among other disciples, I shall write about
it in detail. Along that path the seductive, poisonous flowers
of para-normal phenomena do not blossom.

The exercises of the howling dervishes were led by their
sheikh, a middle-aged man, whose hardened, ascetic body
seemed to consist only of muscles. He could allow a dagger
to be hammered into his stomach without being hurt; and
he could heal the wounds which the other dervishes inflicted
upon themselves simply by rubbing his own spittle into
them. He had a thin, bony face, with deep-set but friendly
eyes. Since it was always late at night before the exercises
culminated in most of the participants lying around on the
floor in a state of ecstatic exhaustion, I decided to wait
until the next day to have a talk with the sheikh.
The tekke servant showed me into a small, spotlessly clean
house devoid of every comfort, and said that Sheikh Rashid
would come at once.
A few minutes later, he entered, wearing the long robes
of a Moslem priest, and a green scarf wound round his
turban. He greeted me cordially and offered me the coffee
and cigarette of which every visitor partakes in Turkey.
He himself neither drank nor smoked. We sat upon cushions
which, apart from a low round table and a carpet, formed
the sole furnishing of the room.
I explained to my host that I was a newspaper-reporter,